TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY
following, which 1 found I could remember better
than the dead-house prose.
" Birrell, break into song 1" And Birrell recited,
his cheery face brightening as he beat time with his
dissecting knife:
" * I'm going to swerve/
Said the lingual nerve.
* Well, be sure you avoid/
Said the pterygoid,
4 Myself and the ramus
When passing between us,'
1 Oh, you'll be bucked,'
Said Wharton's duct,
* When you land in the kip
At the tongue's top tip.' "
44 Well, it's damned well exposed, anyway, and you
never injured the duct," said Birrell, taking a look at
my morning's work.
Suddenly I had a misgiving. a Help me to turn
the lady over/' I said, " till I take a look at the Long
Pudenda!."
44 Better look it up in the male over there," Birrell
said, "for it's not dissected in this. But what do
you want to look at it for ?"
44 I'm perfectly convinced that there's a snag in it.
Instead of presiding at every wedding and being a
cause of mirth in others, as I had imagined, I bet a
bob that it's not a motor but another * entirely sen-
sory * nerve."
44 The Long Pudendal," said Birrell, " is a sensory
nerve. It only makes you scratch yourself."
44 Just my luck 1 I'm out of luck this morn-
ing. One might think that I had met McConkey."
McConkey was BirrelPs pet aversion and mine, a
hoodoo if ever there was one. One sight of him on
your way to an exam and you were sure to be stuck.
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